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With William Allen White at the Front

LESSED be the bumerists, for thes
B light up the workl—and the world
sudly needs lighting up these days. Will-
ism Allen White's The Martial Adven-
tures of Henry and Me should be thriee

blessed, for man and book light up a
world in the gloom of war.’

The Martial Ade-wiures of Henry and
Me is sueh a book as templts you into un-
guarded enthusiscans and eomparisons.
It makes it easy to say of it, “Another
Innocents Abroad,” whieh it resembles in
seheme and langhter exeept that the two
travellers in this book went abroad in u
world infinitely more tragic Lhan did
Mark Twain.

An Honest Recital.

You can't tarn war into a joke even hy
n triek, and this book is not a tnek. It
13 honest from the hirst word o the las',
Nor it ity honesty merely negative. It
fells things that require cournge in the
tellings. It is as unswervine as Barbusse's
Under Fire, to which, bowever, it offers
the pgreatest possible eontrast; but in its
own way it is almest as effective,

But where Barbusse shows the war
rending human flesh White shows the
Fuman spirit somcliow standing it and
even essaying a smile.  This does not
mean tat The Martial Adventures of
Henry and Me 1z superior spintually to
Under Fire. After all, Rirbuse is
France for four yvears in the shumbles
while White is Amenea with its uniform
s yer hardly wrpklel, Barbusse is a
poilu sleeping in mud, living under bar-
rage, trampling in carnage.  White is an
American Red Cross iuspector, feted and
sheltered, on an errand of merey. Bat be
goes out of his way 1o sec—and what be
sees is bad enongh; and stull he ean smile
in the telling.

Humor—With Depth.

v This, in an honest man, is sheer miracle
- and weleome. It is the same miracle
that can crack a joke such us Wiite tells
as coming Irow a svldier who sees his
eompanion come splashing  down  the
trench. “Say, Alf,” he ealls, “tyke yer
muddy feet out o’ the only water we gnt
to sleep ." It tukes either an extremely
supcerficial spirit or ene indeed profound
to see and evoke a smile out of war; and
White is anytling but superiicial.

The book mives a wvivid picture of
Europe at this hour. To a European it
gives as vivid a portrait of Amenca; for
if ever America, the best of 1, was en-
bodied in an individual he is William
Allen White as this book reveals him, and
in this case the baok 15 the man. He de
seribes himsell and His companion, Henry
J. Allen, editor und owner of the Wichita
Heacon, as “short, fat, bald, middle aged
inland Amcricans, from fresh water eol-
leges in our youth und arrived at New
York by way of an often devious yet
altogether bappy route leading through
politics, where it was rough going and
unprofitable for years; through business,
where we still found it casy Lo sign, pos-
sible to float, and hard to pay, a pinely
day note.”

Two on a Ship.

Tlere is Ameriea Ixpically reacting to
something so vist that it threatens 1o
swamp its cheerfulness. The two are on
board ship going over, and they on-
counter the ocean. 1t sets them yearning
for home. “It was a eritieal moment, It
it had kept on that way we would have
got off the boat and trudged back home
throuzh a sloppy orean and let the war
tuke care of itself. Then Ilenry’s genins
rose,

“Ienry is the world's greatest kidder.
Give him sixty days’ immunity in Ger-
many and he would kid the divine right
of kings out of Germany. 1le began Kid-
ding the ocean. Iis idea was that he
would get Wichita to vote bonds for one
that would bring tide water to Main
sireet. He didn't want a big ocean—just
a kind of oceanette with a seating capae-
ity of 5,000 square miles.”

Later Henry begins fo weary of the
Atlantie. “*The town boosters who se-
cured this orean for this part of the ¢oun-
try rather overdid the job," " he says, * * *
““There’s got to be a lot of money spent
draining it; vou ean fell that at a glanee,
if the fellow gets anywhere with his

proposition.” "’
Enter, War.

The war first comes home to them when
on deck one night while woking a eigar

Henry is tapped on the shoulder and a
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A submarine eould sec that five miles on
a night like this!”

Later on the voyuge it comes still more
\i\‘il.“.\'.

“One cvening at twilight we were look-
ing ut a sailing -ship far over to the
south—a mere speck on the horizon's
edge. Signuls began (o 1winkle from her
und we felt our ship give a lurch and
turn north, zigragging at full speed. The
signals of the sailing ship were distress
signals, but we sped away from her as
fast as our engines would take us, for,
though her signals may have been gen-

THE HELL of WAR,

uine, also they may bave been a U-boat
lure. Often the Germuns have used the
lure of distress on a sailing ship and
when a rescuer has appeared the U-boat
has szent (o death the good Samaritan of
the sea!”

And Henry, via the author, thus eom-
ments in terms of Wichita:

The U-boat captuin, using the distress
signal as a lure, probably holds about such
a place in his home town as Charley Carey,
our banker, or Walter Innes, our dry goods
man. Ho is doubtless a leading citizen of
syme Gorman town; doubtless a kind father,
a good husband and maybe a pillar of the
church, Apd I suppose town and home and
church will applaud him when he goes back
to Germany to brag.

Their reactions to PParis are hiumorous
and yet an unfergettably clear’ picture
in spite of the medium of a strongly
eolored individuality. From (here the
contrast is swift and stark to the ruin of
what was Verdun, and still under fire.
Great German shelis explode near them
and bring havee. Ambuiances go into the
cloud of battle empty and retum full.
Hospitals marked with huge Red Crosses
are bombed by the Germans. But the
two onlookers remain the same homely,

* THE MARTIAL ADVENTURES of WENRY and ME "

- WILLIAM ALLEN WHITE <

unhating, decply feeling men ncllowed
with humor and Lumanity. What they
see above it all is

courage—that thing which the
Gormans thought was their special gift from
heaven, bred of military diseipline * ¢ *
we know mow is the commonest heritage of
men. It is the divine fire that proves the
case for demoeracy. In erises the rieh
man, the poor man, the thicf, the harlot,
the laborer, the teacher, the preacher, the
ignorant, the wise, &ll o to death for
something that defies death, something im-
mortal in the buman heart. Those truck
drivers, those mule whackers, those common
soldiers, that docter, Lhese college mcn on

iustrations by Tony Sa:g.

the ambulanee, are brothers to-night in the
democraey of courage. Upon that demoe-

racy is the hope of the race, for it bLe-

speaks A wider and deeper kimship of men.

It is this indomitabie vision in the hook
that makes it easy for the reader fo langh
with White when be laughs. You feel
that if sueh a man sees humor in a sit-
uation no matier how grim the humor is
honestly there. They are st Recicourt
when some German shells descend near
them with a sound that seems to White
as though “sume one suddenly had picked
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By ARTHUR TRAIN

*This new book of Mr. Train’s

is o call to service, sensible,

fervently patriotic, and admir-

ably clear. It is also by far the
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up the whole Hagnes Lardware store aof
Emporia-tinware, farm implements,
stoves, nails and shelf goods—uand had
switched it with an awfuol whizz throuzh
the air and Janded it apen the slicet iren
roof of Wichita's Civie Forum, vhich
soats 6,000!"  Some one gribs him b}' the
arm and says:.

“Come on! Let's zo to the ahri!”

Says White:

“Abri was o brand new word to me,
ba & sermed o be some pluce Lo go and
that was enough for me.”

A Hasty Draft.

They are taken to a sheltered barn and
#s they luneh they hear the shells burst-
ing just oulside. Henry is wriling as be
cats and some une asks him:

“What gre pu wriling, Mr. White?”

“I'm sketehing,” stuttered the Wichita
stalesman, “a sort of a drail of the Amer-
iwan terms of pesee”

No more wwere test of the author’s
eouruzge, sytupathy and depth of vision
and no better prool of sterling bumanity
can be found anywhere than in his treat-
ment of the reaction of war on the women
of Franee and of England. It takes evur-
sae, indeed, to report, sympathy to un-
deritand and vision to give proportion
to what he has ohserved on this phase
of the war, After such a test as this
there = nothing to do but give the writer
one’s trust, surrender to bis wile and guile
aned to lauzh, feel, see, think and under-
stand under the gmdance of lis kindly
and hummoreus spirit.

THE  MARTIAL ADVENTURES OF

HEXEY AND ME. By Wiuiay ALLEN
Wirre. The Maemillan Company. $1.50.

Grandmother So Gay.

1\ RS. R. CLIPSTON STURGIS gives

us one modern woman's idea of
what it means 1o be a grandmother, and
for {hat matter her ideas on pretty gen-
erally all the things that one thinks of in
these duys,in her Random Reflections of @
Grandmother. She tells a rather compre-
hensive story of her life, making it clear
the while that she has become indispens-
able tc her family.

The story is told in the form of reflee-
tions, gay in the main and readable; so
that you feel when it i» read that youm
should have beem won, dut the strange
part of it is that you probably haven't
been. There are gibes at President Wil-
son which impress you by their needless-
ness, and however eclever the Boston
woman may have been who made the
never to be forgotten remark to a friend

who was leaving for the eountry, “If you

see a tree kick it for me,” no one looks
forward to meeting another such person,
which is what Mrs. Sturgis declares her-
delf tc be.

evidenee of the truth of this. You wish
she might refer less frequently to the
“laying of thumbs to noses™ or that the
aneedotes could bhave been a trifle more
stbdued. What is to become of us if
Boston grandmothers set us no example,

but walk blindly about their homes,

avoiding the sight of their children and
grandchildren, in the arms of compara-
tive strangers?!

The sketches are cleverly done.

RANDOM REFLECTIONS OF A GRAND- -
MOTHER. Br Mzs. B, Curstos Sriee
Gis. Houghton Miffin Company. $1.
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“The Line Is Holding”

Flashing over the wires

of the furious Hun If so, read

HOLDING THE LINE

by Sergt. Harold Ba.dwin,
2 man who has been there.

At all book stores. Prics
one doller and fifly cenbs
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